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An Admirable new Northern Story, 


O! two 


onſtant Lovers, as I underſtand, 


We ebocufccr Anglevy, in We merlund; 

The Lad named Ant ho, Corft ance the Laſs, 

To Ses they went bath, and great dingers did paſs. 

How they ſuffered $hipwrack, on the Cott of Spain, 

For two years divided, and then met again; 

By wonderful fortune, zrd care accident, 

Ard now both live at home in joy ard content, 
he tune is, / would thay wert i- Shrew bury, 


— 
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Df them I will. ſet fozth 
a gallant Þitozy. 

T hey lad d exceeding well, 
as plainly voth appear 
But that which J hall tell, 
tj line you ne r dis hear, 

Still ſhe erys Anthony, 
my bonny Anthony 
Gang thou by Land or Sea, 


ile send along ick thee. 


Anthony muſt ts ea, 
his calling did him bind, 


Pp Conftaace dear (gusth he) 


I mult leave thee behind. 
Ipiethee be not griev'd, 

thy tears will not pzevail, 
Ile think on thee mp (wert, 

when the hips under ſail. 
But ſtill, &c, 
How map that bs (ſaid hs) 

confiver well the eaſe, 
Quoth the [wert 4 athony, 

ble vide not in this place : 
Ik chou gang ſo will J. 

of the means do not doubt, 
A womans Poltey 


great matters map ind aut: 


My bouny, &c, 


Ws Lovers in the Nort:i, 
Conſtance and Antheny, 
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A would be very glas, 
but pzethee tell me how, 
Ale dzeſs me like a Kad, 
what ſapft thou to me now ? 
The Sea thou cant not bꝛook, 
res, bery well, guoth che, 
Ile ſcullain to the Cook, 
fo thy ſweet company, 
My onny, &c, 
Antho ies leave ſhe had, 
and dꝛeſt in Pans array, 
She ſeem'd the blitheſt Lad, 
ſeen on a Summers day, 
O lee what lode can do, 
at homes Ge will not bide, 


Mich ber true love (he | go 


let weal oz woe vetide. 

My deareſt, & e. | 

In the Ship 'twas her let 
ts be the under C695, 

Any at the Flre bot 
wonderful pains the togk, 


She ſerved every one, 


fiting to their degres, 
And now and then alone, 
Se kiſſed Anthony. 
My benny Anthony, 
my bonny Ancheny, 
Gang thou y Land or Sea, 
ile wcod along with tes, 


The ſecond Part, to the ſame tune, 
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Lack and weilavay, 
| by tempeſt on iht ain, 
Their Ship was caſt away, 
upon the Craſt of Spain. 
Tie th* mercy of the waves, 
they all committed were, 
Conſtance her own ſelf ſaves, 
then the cries foz her dear: 
My bonny Anthony, 
my bonny anthony, 
Garg thou by Sea or Land, 
ile wend along with thee, 
Swimming upon a Plank, 
at Bilbo ſhe got aſhoze, 
Firſt che did hes ven thank, 
than che lamented ſeze: 
DD woe is me (ſaid che) 
the ſaddeſt Laſs alive, 
Dy deareft Anthony, 
now on the Sea doth dive. 
My bonny, &c, | 
KMUhat $hall become ef we, 
why dis | txive fez 8hozs : 
Sith my \weet Anthony, 
Y never shall ſee moze, 
Fair Conſtance do not grisve, 
the ſame goed pꝛobidente, 
Hach ſav'd thy Lover (weec, 
but he is far from hence; 
Still ſhe cries, &c. 


A Spaniſh Merchant rich, 
(aw this tairſeeming K 1d, 

T hat did lament (6 much, 
und was ſo grievous ſav. 


t bad in England keen, 
and Fuglih underſterd. 

Ye having heard end ſeen, 
be in amazement ſtsod. 

Still the, &e, 

The Perchant asked her, 
what was that Anthony, 

Qusth she, my brother Sir, 


IDN 


Füßen thep were come sn shoze, 


anthony end the reit, 
She who was ſad b:toze, 
was now with jsp poſichi, 


The Perthant nuch did mule; 


at this ſs fudden change, 
Be did demand the news, 
whlch unto him was range. 


who came from thence with me Now ſhe has Anthony, 


He did her entertain, 
thinking she was a bop, 
T wo pears she did remain, 
befoze ſhe met her foy, 
Still ſhe, &c. 


Anthony up was tane, 

by an Engliſh Runagade, 
With whom he did rematn 

at the Sea-roving trade, 
I'th nature of a Slade 

he didi'th gally rew, 
Thus he his life did ſave, 

but Contance did nest know. 
Still ſhe, &c. 


Now mark what came to paſs, 
ſee how ths fates did wozk, 
A Ship that her maſters was, 


ſurpziz'd this English Turk. 


Aud into Bilbo bzought, 
all that aboatd her were, 
Conſtance full little thoughr 
Anthony Was fo ne- 
Still the, &c, 


Fringe fer T. Fre, it ih fign 


her benny anthony, 


Gang thou by land or ſea, 


i'le wend along with thee, 


Apon her knees she fell, 


unto her Paſter kind, 


And all the truth did tell, 


nething sbe kept behind, 
As which he did admire, 
and in a Ship of Spain, 
Not paping fs their þire 
be leut them home again, 
Now the has, & e. 
Ths Spauish 3 Rieh, 
did of 's own bounty give 
A ſum of gold en which 
they now moft bꝛavely libe, 
And now in Weſtmerland, 
wer unts Appleby, | 
They were jopn'd hand in par“ 
Corſtance and Ant 
They live- | 


